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STO _ N. tacing the multitude when, teking off his He was then as ¥y in possession of

NEWALL JACKSON slouch hat, he sxid in a low vo.‘cc.‘ ‘Let us his understanding as | ever saw him orany
pray.’ And then an aged minister of the other man.”

‘town, Dr. White, lifted his voice in prayer.| Al this time be made no sscret of his nee
I can not recall his words, and only remem- ‘of opinm. *“1 live by it; not upun opium,"”
bered thst he prayed God's blessiug might said be toa friend. He had been driven to
rest upen the canse for which the voung it as sn alleviation of & pain to which few

- — — ———— i i, —

N . ] '
! t tters 80 utterly unfeminine before! What could Good heavens' whatshould he do? The
];‘o:.;':::dr:l:.m; ‘::::,?::" P‘:uo':: ":: have puo’s-ed her?” She must have been man decided for him by shatting the door’
'before Mre, Coventry bad arranged her plan mad. Ob, if she could but avoid meeting and lesaing the way upstairs,. “Beg your|
lo[ sction Colonel Seymour had shaken her him—get back to London—home—any- pardon, ma'am, | did not know you were
'hy the hand, said he wes pleased 10 meet where, s0 as to escape the denocuement here " and as his spclogy for entering the
her, much obliged for ber venturing on such which would take place on the very thresh- roem rather sbruptiy be drew back and ao-
s moruing. put his litile girl under her care old of Ashridge Maner! nounced “Colonel Hoslyn Seymonr.”
and desired the porter 10 see them to a car-| BSleep! BShe pever closed her eyes. and the' Mrs. Coventry started as if to get up, and

WHEN THE BABY CAME

-_—

JOERPFHENE FroLLAND, *
Always o the houso there was irouble and con-

Littie sparks of feeling flashing into Same .
Bigh of irriation,
Ro sure to make occasion

Interesting Facts about the Distin-
guished Confederate General.
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For strife and tribulation—t11 the baby came.

All the evil sounds full of hate and rancor.
All the sagry tumalt—pobody 1o biame’
) %luunun mmnﬁd rjum.-o!l:.
ng flealy,
Or quieted completely, #hen the haby came.

Paces that bad worn & gloomy vell of sudness,
on seekloxg for fortune or for fame,

Once again were ighlened,

Ouce agaln were brightenad,

And thelr mapiure neightened, when the bRy
CAIne .

All affection’s windows open to receive 1t
Pure and freso from hesven, and give It earthly
name,

Clasping and caressing
In arms o love confessing

That ife bad wissed & biessing till whe baby came.
Homes that were in shadow fell the gentle snn-

shine,
Emiling as i snxious their secret 1o proclaim;
Gratelal songs were swelling,
Of mirth and gladness telilog,
And
- came,
Hearts that had been sundered by a tide of pas

Were again united in purpose and in wim:
In the baunt secinded
Peace divinely brooded,

Where discord bad intruded till the baby came.

Littie clond-dispeller! little comfort bringer!
Baby-girl, or baLy-boy, weicome all the same!
Even o'er the embers
Of bleak and cold Decembers
Some foud heart remembers when the baby came.

A WIDOW BEWITCHED.

——

|From Temple Bar. |
L
“If my relations were a set of patriots’™
woliloguized Colone! Roslyn Seymour, “‘with

only one set phrase among them, they could
not echo more persistently, ‘You ought to’

get married! you ought to get married!” It's
dinned into my ears from morning until
night, and now positively if Kitty han’t
taken it np—my favorite sister Kitty, who
twist me
around her finger

“Pahaw! ‘charming woman'" his eyes had
failen on & sentence in a letter near him—
“they are all charming women. ‘Her hus
band only lived two years' What of that?
Poor Luey oaly lived twelve months, and 1

don’t want to get married n. ‘We were
schoolfeilows,” aucd Bob known her
from her childhood’ That isn't saying any
thing; somebody has known everybody from
their ckildhood. and 1 haven't such an ex.

.a?-llllﬂ of Mr. Bob’s intimates as myl
ome monkey of a sister has!”

Colonel Ssymour would mot have chafed
half s0 soraly under the interference of his
family had he not seen there was some reas-

for it. His wife, a deiicate young creature,

and about ar companio able as a

I, had died in giviog birth to s

. Who had been ieft in the care of

mother, A year ago the grand

bad died, and what to do with the

child was a questi n every one had answered
ex the iather,

“You must marry again,” they said; bat
that was just what he didn't want to do_ and
he had his sister's invitation to

Manor because Kitty never both-
ered him: about this vexed question.

Traitress! He had not a doubt but the np-

of her letter was that this Mrs. Coveutry

to be there to meet him. He had a good
mind not w0 go; but, then, there was the
ﬂ who was to go with him, Kitty had
her al she might get petter
aequainted with her cousins, and had ar-

he exclaimed,
; “'I don’t believe another being on

earth is bothered about them as [ am
“Hang Mrs. Coveniry,” he continued:
““and as for mn(. confound her and her

scheme together''’ '

Now, it happened that on that same
and at about the same hour, ins
cosy little boudoir in Kensingion Gorea

very looking woman sat alone, trying
to mp her mind to what seemed to her
a

ing;

action . She too was soliloquiz-
ber also lay a letter, and her
name was Mrs. Coventry,

“It's the same thing invariably—always
beralded by my money—and that's what 1s
making Kitty s0 anxious for me to meet
her brother, I'm sure she knew how much
I admired him before he married, or [ either.

Bat your face was your fortune then, my

** she said, addressing the charming re-
opoosite her; “‘now you're a rich

widow, avd it's a different matter. 1 don't
see why it should be, though,” and she re-
nm eritically; “and sas for

althoagh oes not know me from

AE, I admi.p him 53 much as ever.”

o little pered feet were stretched
out®gain, and she tat gazing into the fire.
Then, withont removing her eyes, she
reached out bher band for the letter, and
beld it so that it may be read over her

“Dxar Hzrex: Am [ not the most unfort-
in the world?” My cousin’s lit-

is very unwell with what may be
celd, or the doctor says may turn out
Of course, | dare not risk the chil

L

|

g

E

g at all, I do not want Mrs, Lamb-
to be made nervous about having me,
Iintend to write snd say that I am de-
tained by asorained ankie—fortunately |
have turned my foot: and would you let
oneof your servants go to Colonel Sey-
mour's, and say {rom me that | am unable
my engagcement of taking charge of
giri on the journey’ I do not know
bim,or [ would not trouble
y consin has —"’
this point Mrs. Coventry's interest
ase, for without reading the
d

i

[+ 3
, of the letter. she relapsed into her stud

Buddenly sne rang the bell

£0 me,” she said, and a few min-

Iater her maid ap d “I have

mind about Fharsday. [ shall

Alh.rzlp to morrow hy the 11:50 train.

come on by one later.”
II.

‘am, nobcdy, uniess com-
leave their on such a
saud Ellis, looking out of the
t isn't ”'utaor fit to send s0
a oul

“ﬂ&l that Rex is to be xept in-

feet were on the carpet, and Mrs,
‘s decision was announced by *Or-
for me before I go, and John is
cad to take me to the sta-

injured silence. She had
of th's unwarrantable mys-
something to do with that Miss
was going (| »wn as governess
Manor, and who was always
fuss over. Ellis did
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Love ruled all the dwelling, when the baby |

at Ashridge Manor, but if it proves to|**

Flight was impossibie.
and now she must go on, .

An hour Iater the train was crawling/
slowly past Siillwatler. In one corner of the
carriage sat Mrs. Coventry, opposite her was'
Bab, at the far end Colonel Seymour. |

The usus! civilities had been -exchnnged.}
and since then the Colonel had sat in |
trenched behind his paper, keeping it up as
a screen, under shelter of which he was k-
ing stock of hie fair neighbor,

“"Uncommonly fine young WwWoman: re
markably good style, too!" Aupnd then he
shook his head and sighed compassionately.
“Far to pretty to be a governess. [! they
have some of Mr. Beb's chums down there
to stay, there'll be the very deuce to pay at
Ashridege Manor.”

At this moment Bab took possession of a
seat which Mrs. Coventry had offared next
to her. The movement attracted her father's
attention, What a big girl that child was
growing' BShe would be old enough to have
a governess herselfl soon'! Pshaw! What
nopsense next” And asingle man like him,
too! That would indeed »et people talking.
Colonel Seymonr laid aside his paper, moved
nearer the lady he was observing, and be-

“I hope you are not feeling the cold.
That's a famously warm cloak you have
On.“

Thecloak was a handsome sealskin dol-
man, Good gracious' His voice seemed
rather pointed. Did he think it too hand-
some for a governess to wear? To allay

' his suspicion. if he had any, she said:

“Itis Mrs, Cuventry's cloak: she was
afraid I might feel cold, and lent it to me."”
Of conrse he remembered who Mrs, Cov-
entry was, her great friend Kitty had told
Eim that it was she who had recommended
er.

Mrs. Coventry rese fall fifty feet i1n the
Celonel’s estimation. *“*Ah,”” he thought,
“now that'sa very kind action,” and he
smiled approvingly, as he said:

“My sister tells me that Mrs, Coventry is
charming—very nice?’ and he looked as if
expecting to hear an emphatic affirmation.

“Yes—oh—I have known ker so long that
I am hardly able tosay. BShe has a great
many triends.” In what a sad voice she
said that. Poor girl! Tne Colonel felt quite
touched, and drew nearer still. and to ex-

Iain his reason for doing so said he feit a

raught from the window.

“Won't you have your rug?’ she said,
taking one from Bab, and wrapping her in
half herown, “Your little giriand I will
share this one,”

Colonel Seymour protesied, but allowed
hisscruples 10 be overcome.

“I don’t think you know Mrs. Lambton,
my rister, do you?”’

“1s she at all like you?' asked Mrs, Cov-
entry, evasively.

The Colonel smiled. .

‘ Some people think so,” he said. He was
not at all displeased at the way she had
asked the question; there was a look in her
face which gave point to the inquiry.

Mrs. Coventry thinks Mrs. Lambton is so
handsome,'’ she said naively.

“Mre. Coventry herself is very good-look-
ing, isn't she?”

“Oh, she has o lot of money, you know,”
and she smiled rather meaningly.

“Not a tenth part so pretty as you are, I'll
take odds,” thought the Colonel, bataloud
he said: “I abominate women with
money,"

“No, really; do you?" and she sighed audi-
bly. *I thonght that was all men cared
women to have."

“I'm sure you are not speaking from ex-
perience now,"” said the Colonel gallantly.

‘‘How do you know?’ BShespoke sharply,
and looked the Colonel sostraight in the face
that he stammered .

“Oh—I am—judging from appearances.’

“Very uosound policy. People often are
not in the least what they seem to be,”’ and
she opened a paper as if she intended to
read.

“Oh, oh! we have claws undar our veivety
paws, have we,” thought the Colonel; and
then he betook himself to his paper, and on
they went in silence.

“‘Dear me, the train seems to have come
to a standstill!”” It was past 3 o'clock—they
had been due at Ashridge an hour azo,
Mrs. Coventry felt her courage rapidly ebb
Ing.

“We've chosen a cheerful day to make
our journey on,” MNolonel Beymonr said
with a vain attempt to see the cause of the
obstruction. The windows were blocked
with snow: the carriage was all but dark,

““What can it be?” gshe asked anxiously,
“I really wish we were all back at home
again.”

“Well,  don't fancy that wounld mend
matiers much in my case, My house at
present is ali sixes and sevens; they're hav-
Ing & general serimmage there to ses who
shall be master.”

““Is that why Mrs. Lambton wanis you to
—"b Bhe stopped; her eyes had fallen on
Ba

“Quite right—little pitchers sometimes
have long ears. So my sister acquainted
Mrs. Coventry, did she, with her philanthro-
pic views regarding my future?”’

“Yes, and she told you that Mrs. Coventry
had lots of money, didn't she ™

“Certainly. Oh, the whole thing is ar-
ranged charmingly. You will be asked to
wit;;m a tableau vivant we shall play to-
ther."

“We! What, you and Mrs. Coventry? You
are sure of her consent then?"

“Certain—when [ ask it, which, with all
due respect to the lady. [ have not theslight.
est intention of doing.”

“No” I thought it was because yon had
made up your mind to marry that she had
been asked to meet youn."

““On the contrary; my sister seemed to
think that the fair widow intends taking to
herself another husband, and has so ar-
ranged that I should meet her, Wicked lit-
tle intriguer, it was only at the eleventh
hour she permitted her hand to be seen, and
then it was too Iate to change my plans, or |
should not have had the lelicity of making
this journey in your company,

IIL

“Upon my word, you are the very pluck-
iest woman I ever knew in my life!” Col-
onel Seymoru said enthusiastically.

He, Bab, and Mrs, Coventry were geiting
thawd before a roaring fire in the waiting-
room of Yeobury station. Although it struck
8 o'clock, they had reached no farther: and
considering that their lirst fonr hours had
been spent ali but buried in a snow drift,
from which with difficulty they had beewn
dag out, thankful indeed did they feel that
they had reached a baven of safety. Bab

the only one of the three who had had
ything to eat since morning

“"We can do better without food than a
child can,” Mrs. Coventry had said, insisting
that her sandwiches should lall to Bab's
share—and after this she had taken Bab on
her lap to keep her warm, and the child,
growing drowsy, bad fallen asleep in her
arms,

The time, after #ll, did not seem so very
long, and Mre. Coventry was sensible of a
ceriain amount of exhilaration produced by
a spirit of adventure. There was, however,
dismay when it was discovered that further

was impossible for that night. The
ata was some distanoce from the town: to
get to the hotel was not practicable. *‘But

- really, considering all tlings, I think we

ought to look upon ourselves as very lucky
to be where we are,’’ said the Colonel, who
undertook to make up a bed composed of
rugs and wraps in the ladies’ waiting-room,
where Bab and Mra. Coventry might sleep as
saugly as dormice, while ne and the porter
in charge, who bad provided them with tea,
kept watch by the general room fire. In the
morning early the | would start off to
find out if they could not reach Ashridge by
driving across country, as no train went on
there 11

ringe, while he went to get their tickets |hoursseemed interminable before Colonel
She had come fo tar. ?ﬁ

ymour set off in quest of a carriage., Some
resh hands had come to relieve the porters
who had been on night daty; and, shatting
the door on the still sleeping Bab, Mra Cov- |
entry addressed one of these: '

“At what time is there a train to Lon-
don?"

“The first train will pall up here by signal
in twenty minutes, ma'am."”

“Can you stop it”™ \

“Certainly ma'am "’ Yes, it was a hall sov-
ereign she had given him,
me to take a ticket for you?’

“I1do. There is the money, and presantly
| will give you & note to give to a gentiemsan
who will come for the little girl in the ladies’ |
walting-room.” !

Off went the man, and down sat Mrs. Cov- |
entry to ecribble the incoherent epistle
which she was to leave for Colonel Sey-
mour:

“Cireuamstances have occurred which make |
it impossible for me to go on to Ashridge|
Manor. Will yon do me the great favor of |
not saying tuat [ traveled with you thuns
far? I shall get Mrs. Coventry to give Mrs. |
Lambton reasons which I know will per-
{ectly satisfy her.” '

J¥V.

““And you say that the lady has gone?”’

“Yes, sir; by the 5:40.”

The note had been delivered, and Colonel
SBeymour was striving tv combat with an in-
tense desire to kick somebody,

What on earth was the meauning of it?
Why couldn’t she stay” Why must she go?
What hada Mrs, Coventry got t) do with it?
If it hadn’'t been for Bab the Colonel wouid
have gone back to London, too. Oh, hang
the woman' How he hated these mysteries!
If she didn't want to go on, what did shei
come for? Andina very bad humor with
everything avd everybody he bundled his |
little danghter into the carriage, and away
they went to Ashridge Manor _

I Oolonel Seymoar had anathematized the
snow before, he had now reason to biless it;
for the interest caused by Lheir adventure—
the anxiety expressed and the affeciion |
shown— did away with all deception. Miss
Hamblin's name was not mentioned, nor
was any allusion made to her until lunch-
eon.

“I say, what has become of the new gov-
erness?’ asked Mr. Lambton. “I thought
she was to have arrived witn yon."

“My dear Bob, who cou'd expect her in
such weather? I suppose,”” and Kitty turned
to her brother, ““voa didn’t even inquire tor
her at the station”’

“1 told Stevens to,” was the Colonel's an
swer,

“Oh, I never expected Ler. If she is stay-
ing with Mrs. Coventry I know she wouldn't
let her come. She's quitea treasure,’”’ she
added trinmphantly ;' very highly educated,
and so nice and clever.”

“And awfully geod looking,
This was from Mr Lambion.

“That's nothing to do with it,"”
wife, trying to speak very severely.

““Oh, hasn’t it, though! Chartoris wants
to know if, instead of going to & ‘coach,’ she
could give him some lessons here ”’

Kitty began to langh, but stopped suddenly
on her brother saying, “'Is that fool of a 1ei-
low idling about here stili?”’

‘‘He's not doing any harm,” said Kitty,
apologetically.

“Only reaay to burst out all the stronger
when opportunity occurs,” pat in Bob ma-
licionsly. -‘Kitiy shouldn't have let out
that Mrs. Coventry was coming.”

“By the way,” asked the Oclonel, “when
do yon expect her?”’

“To-morrow. I hope she won't be stopped
by l:.hin weather, Perhaps | had better write
to her?"

Although the words were said as a ques-
tion, Colonel Seymour vouchsafed no an-
swer. He seemed preoccupied and professed
himself tired,

“I think something’s up with Roalyn,"” Bob
ventured to say, going into his wife's room
before dinner. **He aoces not seem himself,
does he "’

Kitty sighed dismally,

“[ don't know,” she said, holding out a
telegram. ‘‘Read that from Helen Coventry
—isn't it too provoking?"

we hear.”

said his

“Miss Hamblin has sprained herankleand | P®

can not come, Her sister's children have
the measles. [ must defer my visit for fear
of giving infection. Will write later,”

“Whew!" said Bob. “‘Wnat does Helen
l;meau? le she with them, or are they with

er .".

‘““Who can tell? And Roslyn here’ The
pains I have taken to bring these two to-
gether! | always dreaded that he wouldn't
come, but I felt certain of her.”

“On, Roslyn,” said Mrs. Lambton in the
drawing-room, “I[ have had such a disap-
pointment,” and she handed the telezram to
her brother. '“lsun’t it provoking”

i.\,“ary.“

Just as she thought. It was nothing to
him, and sha bad best not say too much
about Mrs Coventry, or he'd take s dislike
to her. However, she launched into a his
tory of Miss Hamblin, which lasted until
they went down to dinner—esuch a nice girl;
#0 well connected; Mrs. Coveniry wus so
fond of her.

And now these Liresome children must go
and catch the measles, What was she to
do?

“Conld I be of any service to you in seeing
about her’” Surprise made Kitty's eyes open
wide. [ bave to go to L.ondon on some busi-
ness, and I mightgo on to Mra. Coventry
and inquire from her."”

Kitty s feet went pit-a-pat under the table;
her inclination was to jump up and execute
a saraband.

““Oh, but I don’t like to trouble you,"
said the little deceiver; ‘‘it's very kind.
No‘!!

“But why no?"’ put in the Colonel energet-
ically., *'l1 have nothing much to do, and
supposing it to be an exaggerated fear, well,
[ might bring Mrs Coventry down with
m’v“

Kitty dared not look up because that
wretched Bob, under pretence of picking up
something, contrived a violent pull at her
gown. Fortunately the Colonel went on
with his dinner while waiting for an an-
swer.

“I might give you a note to Helen,” Kitty
said,

“Ur te Miss Hamblin,” pat in the Colonel.
“Wonldn't that be better?"”’

“When did you think of going?”’

“Oh it must be to-morrow.”

A diversion was here effected by Bob sud-
denly choking—something had gone the
wrong way, he said. His recovery led to a
recital of variouns similar calamities, ana
without returning to the former subject Mrs.
Lambton left the dinner table,

Na
“Pull up here. That will do.”

Colonel Seymour was indicating the Al-
bert Hall with his umbrella. A tew steps

would bring him to the door of Mrs, Ooun-i

try's honse, and for the first time it seemed
to strike him that he did not quite know

‘tion ror whom Le had greater admiration or

'the interest which he took in this great

then sat down. Colonel Soymour halted to His Sunday School for Colored Children— band might proteet them. When he

give the servant time to withdraw, and then
came hurriedly up to her. '

“This is good luck, indeed!” he exclaimed, |
“l1 came to see you, but I hadn'ta hope of
finding you alone. And now before any

sne comes in, tell me what made yon go off| :
?m that mad way? I have not been able to Lexington, and afterward when he
rest since; I'm so awfully alraid that by commander and I an officer in the

som
you."
A shake of her head was the only reply:

fixedly he was looking down at her.

“I hope you are assured | would not de
that,”” be continued, "I can not tell you how‘
the bare idea distressed me. My sister was|
in despair at the welegram, and I was only
too happy to make it an opportanity of see-
ing you. You may imaginemy anxiety to
come, when | offered to take back with e
Mrs. Coventry.”

Two pretty white hands were put up to|
cover the confusion of & very red face,

“Iam Mrs Coveutry,” came forth In a
w hisper.

The Colonel drew back and stared at her,
while she, feeling a straightforward confes-
sion was the only way of maintainiog the
little rag of her dignity left, stood up and
began speaking burriedly:

“*Colonel SBeymour, I don't know what you
must think of me, but the whole thing was
on my parfta sort of bad practical joke.
Yonr sister, you know, wrote to me, and
and Miss Hamblin was to have traveled down
with you. At the last moment she was un-
able to go, and some madness prompted me
to pass mysell off in her place. Oh, you
don’t know how  distressed | was |
couldn’t tell you what I saffered. [ shall
never forgive myself, never! O course Mrs. |
[ambton must know, and what will she
tbkink? What can yoa think of me?"’

And the heightened color of the brown
eyes swimmiog in tears made her look so
luvely that the Colonel was forced into say-
ing: “Well, I'm afraid if [ told you new 1t
would make you verv angry. Bat you are
making a great deal too much of nothing at
sll. Why need any one be told? [am the
ovly one.” he continued. ‘‘who ought to be
distressed to think [ have fallen a vietim to
the charms of a lady who does not exist.”

““Yes, bat she dpes—there is & Miss Ha a-
bl in,”

He shook his head dismally,

“*Alas!" he said, “there 18 & Mrs. Coven-
tr’ T“

And then they looked at each other, and
both began to langh.

* Oh, that Kitty !” said the Colonel,

"Isn't she shameful? 1 know now that
she made us both believe each of us was dy-
ing to marry the other,”

““And I'll tell yon what we'll do," said the
Colonel, ‘‘Let us in turn play her a #rick,
witnout informing her that we've ever met
before—go down there together.”

"It would serve her right, but—" and
then there came a recapitulation or repent-
ance for her escapade, and this led to the
m« tives each had for distrust and suspicion,
80 that by the time 1 o'clock struck they
had grown quite confidential; Colonel Sey-
mour had heard bow, when years ago he
had come to see Kitty at school, all the girls
had straightway fallen in love with her
brother!

“Yes, but you were not among them?” he
asked pointedly,

“Oh, indeed I was, and did my very ut-
most to make myse!f most conspicuons. Of
no use; you passed without throwing a sec-
ond glance in my direction.”

“Tmpossible!"’

“Nethiog of the sort. Besides, ufter that
we mel many times in society.”

Bat thas the Colonel denied at all risks,
No earthly power would indace him t) be-
lieve he bad ever met Mrs, Coventry; if so,
he must—he should—he could not help re-
membering how

He stayed to luncheon, he came back to
alternoon tea and sat hour after hour, chat-
ting, in the vain hope that Mrs. Coventry
might be driven into asking him to dinner;
but, as she was resolved not to do this, he
had to frame an excuse for reappearing early
on the following day, when she consented wo
travel again to Ashridge Manor in his com-

ny.

And to prove him equal to profiting by op-

Eortunity. when. radiant with the hope that
er cherished scheme was beginning to work

satisfactorily, Mrs. Lambton ran to embrace

him, & whispor made her exclaim:

“You don't mean it's settled? No, not
really—it isn’t possible. Nelly, say its true,
Why, how did it happen?”’

“On, guite in the usual way ' And Col-
onel Seymour began laughing, while Mrs,
Coventry marmured something unintelligi-
ble.

“But I never knew anything so delightful,
so romantic! Love at first sight, evidently "
And then, with another shadow of kisses on
the fair face before her, she added, *“I munst
say, Roslyn, that you are a bold man.”

“Ceartainly, my dear, it's my trade—I'm
a soldier.”

“Yes, bul to propose like this, at once—
and to Nelly, who is s0 particular. Well, if
I'd be?n asked, I should have said you were
mad!’

8o | am. Haven't | reason to be?"

“Yes but Nelly?

*Oh, I've been bewitched, evidently'” said
Mrs. Coventry. *'J feel that I must be some:
body elsa. 1 don't know who, but it can’t
be Helen Coventry."”

“Why, there, that's her!"” exclaimed un-
grammatical little Bab, whom the sound of
her {ather's voice had brought down. “She’s
the lady who was in the train—didn’t I tell
you so”"”

Mrs Lambton stretched out her hands,
more mystified than ever.

“What does 1t all mean?

But Colonel S8svmour had caught up the
child, and was holding her toward Mrs, Cuyv-
entry, saying that this lady had promised to
be her new mother' then grasping his sister
by the arm, he said, "Don’t ask any more
auestions now, Kitty. You shall be told the
whole story; on!y keep in your curiosity
until we three can sit down quietly together,
and we'll let you into the whole mystery.”

—
Punetuation,

Macaulay was one of the most particalar
anthors as to punectuation, and his works
can be recommended as models to those who
desire to gain a knowledge of the art, Jef-
frey, the first editor of the Edinburg Review,
prided himself upon his ability in punctust-
ing. Lord Cockburn said of him: “There
was no one of the friends of his later acquisi-

‘regard than Lord Macaulay, and he testified

writer's fame by a proceeding which, consid-
ering his age and position, is not unworthy
of being told. This Judge, of seventy-four,
revised the proof sheets of Macaulay’s firse
volumes of ‘The History of Eneland’ with
the diligence and minute care of a corrector
of the press toiling for bread, not merely
suggesting changes in the matter and the
expression, but attending to the very com-

what he was going there for. ‘lrue thatin
his pocket he had two letters, but to deliver
them was certainly not the purport of his
visit. No; the thought of that

ioung woman had bothered and worri

im so that he felt, come what might, he

must know why she had not gone on. Was
she angry, snnoyved” A consciousness,
which he wished to ignore, reminded him of
the hoiding of the hand and the parting look
he had given her; but, then, pretty women
must know that men look st them. Only/
he wished to feel that he had not offended
her—+to assure her that it was quite impossi-
ble for any one to have witnessed such cour-
age and self-command as she had displayed
without teeiing intense admiration, more
particularly bimeself: because he Lad been
aiways brought in contact with such very
helpless women. .
Confound it! The knocker wasn't out of
his band betore the door was opened. Who

?

vating

mss and colons—a task which, though hum-
ble, would net be useless, because it was one
at which long practice had made him very
skillful: indeed, he used to boast that it was
oue of his peuliar excellencies. On returning
a proof to an editor of the Review, he says:
“I have myself rectified most of the errors,
and made many valuable verbal improve-
ments in & small way. But my great task
has been with the punctuation, on which I
have, as usual, n:gm’ttod myself to admira-
tion. And indeed this is the de ent of
literature in which 1 feel that [ most excel,
and on which I am therefore most willing
now to stake my reputation!” Dean Al-
ford flattered himself that he was able to
punctuate. ‘I have some satisfaction in re-
flecting,”” he says, “'that in the course of ed-
iting the Greek text of the New Testament [
believe I have destroyed more than a thou-
sand commas, which prevented the text be-

An Eccentric but Plous Man.

“I first met Stonewall Jackson when he
was 8 college professorand I a stuodent at

Army of

e uniucky means 1 managed to offend | Virginis. He was one of the grandest men |the people of Lexing:
|it has been my good fortune to claim as a!
“Do you want she had not looked up, so could not see how | friend.”

The speaker was Colonel George H. Mof-
fat, & geatleman of wealth and leasure,
writes a Buckhannon, W. Va., correspond-

er, and it was while passing an afternoon

give these recollectionsof a famous mun.

'Continuing he said:

“Daring the yvears which I spent at college
in Lexington., Va, Il made my home wita

Mrs. Dr. Estelle. She was & warm-hearted
and cultured southern woman and a close

friend of Jackson, who was then s protessor
of mathematics at the State Military Insti-
tute, He called often at her house, and it
was there that I came to know him in the
autumn of 1859, I shall never forget the

fisrt tume that [ met him, As a boy I heard
of his heroic struggles as « cadet at West
Point, and his dashing and gallant eervices
with General Becott in Mexico. In imagina-
tion [ had created an ideal which made my
first meeting with him a keen disappoint-
ment.

“Instead of the handsome, polished gen-
tleman 1 had pictured, I found him awk-
ward in appearance, severely plain in dress,
and stiff and constrained in bearing. Bat
when he began to talk my momentary dis-
appointment passed away. His voice was
soft, musical, and expressive, and in conver-
sation s eyes of gray would light up ina
way that through the man's nature rana
vein of sentiment as tender as that of a wo-
man. I listened to his terse and well-
ronnded sentences, always instructive aud
full of meaning, an d ooy though I was,I feit
that he possessed power which in stirring
times would make him a leader among his
fellows. When in later years | saw his ap-
pearance on the battle-field gave renewed
courage to veterans who had faced death in
a thousand forms, I knew that my convyic
tion was not & mistaken one.

“One thing which made me sincerely re-

spect Jack:on was that he was a profoundly
devout man. He believed implicitly 1n a
divine power, and labored constantly to
bring himself and those to whom he heid the
relation of teacher, to the highest ideal of
manhood. An incident which comes to my
mind now will illustrate this phase of his
character:
“Jackson was the Buperintendent of a
Sunday-school in Lexington made up of col-
ored children. My college chum was a
teacher in this school, and once during his
absence I took charge of his class. It was a
Sunday in summer, and the room was filled
with children ranging from six to fifteen
years of age. BScattered among them were
several white ladies and gentlemen, who
acted as teachers. Just as the click was
striking 3 the Buperintendent called the
school to order with a prayer, earnest and
full of feeling, which went straight te the
hearts of all who heard it. And then the
manner in which he handled the lesson of
the day, touching upon all the points that
weuld interest his little hearers, was admira-
ble. His way of stating oid traths was also
charming in its freshness and simplicity.
Some of the aristocratic people of the town
looked with disfavor upon this undertaking
of Jackson’s, but his heart was in the work,
and then as ever, heeding not what others
said, he did what he believed to be his duty.
The success of the school was always dear to
him, and even after the war had broken out
and he bhad left Lexington, his letters always
expressed the desire that it should be kept
up as of old.

“I heard Jackson make the only political
speech of his ife. It was at Lexingion dur-
ing the campsign which resulted in the
election ot Lincoln, Though the voters of
Rockbridge County, in which Lexington is
situated, were overwhelmingly for Douglas,
Breckinridge had a number of warm sup-
porters, and the latter held & mass meeting
at the Court-house. Frank Paxton, who af-
terward fell at Chancellorsville at the head
of his brigade, was one of the speakers. But
the interest seemed to lag until Jackson, who
sat in the rear of the room, took the andience
by surprise by arising and addressing the
Chair. From the first he was listened to
with the strictest attenticn, and bis
speech of a uarter of au hour made more
lasting impiession than ail the others. He
spoke briefly and to the point, tonching
upon the dangers which threatened our
common country, and the need of every cit-
izen taking a decided stand for the right as
he saw fit. That scene comes back to me
now—the dimly-lighted room, the upturned
faces of the listeners and the earnest words
and awkward gestures of the speaker. When
he had finished he turaned abruptly and
marched out with the quick, tirm step which
was part of the man. ata revelation had
come to those who remained, and they knew
that the reserved and quiet professor whom
they had never credited with an interest in
public affairs had clear and well-defined
views of the hour and the courage to ex-
press and stand by his convictions.

“Jackson's first wife was the daughter of
Rev, George Jenkins, the President of Wash-
ington and Jefferson College. It was one of
the striking anomalies prodaced by the war
that, while Jackson was the idol of the South-
ern cause, his father-in-law was an extreme
Unionist, and at the beginning of the war,
on account of his decided views, tendered
his resignation and went North. Jackson's
second wife, by whom he had one child, a
daughter, is still living and often visits
Parkersburg, this State, where the relatives
of her husband's mother, the Neals, reside.
Both of Jackson's wives were noble women,
and to both he was warmly attached,

“Though, as I have said, Jackson was re
served and austere in his bearing, he was
one of the most popular men in Lexington.
Modest, and always unwilling to makea
showing of his powers, every one, sooner or
later, came to regard him asa remarkable
man, and even if they did not claim him as
a friend, they respected him sincerely, and
were prompt to show him that they did. In
the class room he was lmpartial and strict,
but not severe. A dall student al ways re-

with the writer that he was persuaded to|

men were going forth to battle, and ES
\finished Jackson faced his men and in quick,
sharp tones gave the order, ‘Forward, march!’
And obeying his command, with him at
|their head, they marched away.
ing the top of a hill overlooking the town,
they ba'ted, and Jackson, turning, waved

WAS 8 his hat to the people below. Another move- usual ability and eloguence on

‘ment and they were gone. Never again did

was brought back and laid to rest in the old
(burying ground.
, “In the days that followed | saw Jackson

‘often—for the last Lime just after the second
in September of

|bu.tt I«
| 8t

f Manassas, early
| was then serving in the 1ith Vir

going to the hospital. At last

!
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' The Wooling.

I saw her coming through the wood,
My pretiy one my dear;

Isaid, “An’ you will marry me,
I"']l]1 wait for you a year.

An’ I'll give you a sliken gown,
an'Ill give you & ring,

An' you will oniy marry me
I' th’ eoming of the spring.”

My love she tossed her pretty head
As she went on her way,
And said, I'm in a hurry. sir,
! For it's & market day."”
| Sne bad a basket on her arm,
And she began to sing,
| And she went on into the town
To do her marketing.

8ho staid to rest as she came back,
Upon a fallen tree:
She d bought a ribbon for her hair,
And put it on for me:
And theu we sat and wondered what
The coming year v ould brivg:
And, oh! I think she'ii marry me
I' th’ coming of the spring.
—Cassell's Family Magazine.
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RANDULPH OF ROANOKE,

ant of the Family.
|Chicago Current,)

ruother,

siste r, Judith, daughter of Thomas Mann
Ranaelph, sr,, of Tuckahoe, Our plantation,

Green creek, was only  few miles from Baz-

arre, their homestead, and John, who lived
with them, came in and out of our honse al-
most as one eof the family,. My grand
mother, in speaking of him to me, said:
“Jack had a remarkable quality. Irritable
and sensitive as he was, when alone he
would bear with patience, and also invite a
full expression of a friend’'s opinion on his
conduct, sither a private or public.” He
once handed her a valuable diamond ring,
with a coiled serpent on it. An initial was
caught a glimpse of, cut in the ring, under
the coil, which lifted up with a spring. It
was 100 quickly withdrawn for her to scrut-
inize it more closely, and his emotion too
great to elicit confidence in regard to it,
which, no doubt, he intended to give. He
groaned out: ‘One I loved better than my
own soul or Him that created it.”

She told me who it was, He had known
and loved her from childhood. A short time
before their marrisge was to have been con-
sumated he was walking with his betrothed,
and she proposed stopping into a store to
look at some fine laces which had been jast
imported. A valuable piece was afterwards
miesed, and John must have noticed her
take it. This occurred at Richmond, and he
was seen going to his hotel in a very excita-
ble manner. Some hours after, nhis servant
found him in his room in & state of insensi-
bility. Physicians were called in, and it
was long before he was restored, and only at
the prayers and entreaties of his faithful
and devoted servant, “Juba,” could be in-
duced to taste of the food placed before him.
He never communicated to any one the
cause of his strange conduet, and the sar
mise was that the lady had jilted him. One
year after she united her fortunes with one
in whose society she might hope to live a
more happy life than in that of her most de-
voted but unfortunate lover,

A few months after her marrisge, while
Sally, the artirt, was completing a portrait
of her, she took “blue mass” in a green
plum, to increase her brilliancy, fell into
spasms, and died. The key to the mystery
was found, and the secret disclosed; she was
& kieptomaniac. This tock place in the
midst of the exciting debate of Con
He writes to a friend, without stating the
cause: ‘I would like to bid adien to my na
tive ehores for a few years at least, Nothing
but a high sense of the obligations of public
duty has prevented my resignation.” And
some time after, when feeling depressed, he
said: “My apathy is not natural, but su-
perinduced. There was a volcano under my
ice, but it is burnt cut, and a face of desola-
tion has come on not to be rectified in
could my life be prolonged to a patriarchal
longevity. The necessity of loying and be-
ing peloved was never feit by the imagin
beings of Roussean’s and Byron's creation
more imperions than mysel!. My heart was
offered up with a devotion that knew no re-
serve,”

He was true to his friends. At the time
that Hobert Randolph pulled President An-
drew Jackson’'s nose for unjust treatment of
him, whilst an officer in the navy, there
were ramore of his probable arrest. Rebert
came at once from the steamboat where it
was done to the Powhatan House. He was
speedily followed by John Randolph, of
Koanoke, in his English coach, stiended by
his colored servant, Juba, and the appear-
ance of his equipage each day belore the

1t was known that John Randolph had been
heard to say that "“with his life would he
prots ct his kinsman, should General Jackson
attempt arrest.”

Lieatenant Randolph was a kinswan also
of my father, and visired us at Green Creek
after the matter was quieted down. Our
dining room servantsaid: *'If I had such a
big red noee as Mars Robert I'd a bin mighty
glad if Mars President Jackson had a pualied
it clean off.” Edmund evidently had not
heard on which face was the pulled nose.
Commodore Decatur and John Raadolph
were devoted friends, The Commodore's
untimely end proved too much for John's
nervous system, and his condact on the oc-
casion of the funeral issaid to have been

very extravagant, and the ignorant maulti-

ceived the kindliest encoursgement from
him, while & lazy one was justas sureof a
reprimand. There are scures of me. who
owe the education they poseess to the thor-|
ough grounding received during the years
spent under Professor Jackson. :

“When in April, 1861, news reached Lex |
ington that the ordinance of secession bad
been passed,the sleepy old town seemed sud-|
denly changed to a military camp, and on
every side were seen the preparations for
war, It was decided that the oider cadetsat
the military institute should be sent to the
various recruiting stations to drill the vol-
unteers. And 80 one day in May, with Jack-
son at their head, they mare away. Poor
lads! to many of them—/ar toe many—that
morning was only the bright opening of a
career soon to end in sutfering and death.
The time set for their departure wasa st:ll |
sanny Sunday morning, and all the people |
of the town, several thomsand in Dpum-|
ber, had gathered to see them off, The ca-
dets, numbering two hundred, were drawn
up in front of the gate of the fortress-like in-
stitute building, waiting for Jackson's ap-
pearance. After a time be came riding out
through the gateway on the homely sorrel,
which afjerward became almost as famous
as its master, He had barel

enemy
tences

et &

i,

reached the
head of the cvlumn, and w‘nlhl. stood

-

- -

step on the planks of a ship

tade that tollowed the funeral nt pro-
claim: “The man is mad.” Hoping to
draw him away from this highly exciting
state of mind his friends prevailed en him
to visit England, “Oone day I was passing
along the street,” says Mr. Anderson, the
Cashier of the United States Branch Bank in
Richmond, “‘about April 20, 1820, when Mr.
Randolph hailed me in a londer voice than
usaal. The first guestion he asked me was
whether I knew of a good ship in the James
River in which he could get a passage to
England. He said he had been sick of a re.
mittent and intermittent fever for forty
days and his physician said he must go to
England.”

“I wid him there were no ships here fit
for his accommodation, and that he had bet-
ter go to New York and sail from that port.
‘Do you think,” said he, ‘I wounld give my
money to those who are ready to make my
negroes cut my throat! If Ican notgo to
England from a Southern port, I will not go
at ail.’ [ then endea to thinkof the
best course for him to take, and told him
there was a ship in the river. He ssked the
namwe of theship. I told him it was the
Henry Clayv. He threw up his arms and ex-
claimed: ‘Henry Clay' No, sir! I will never

of thst name.’
[ saw bim in the sutumn of the *ame year,
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On reach-|

’ - |ginia cavalry of Stoart's division, mvy ecom-
ent to the Pittsburgh Dispatch. His pleas- mand being encamped in Prince William

ant home here is always open to the strang- County, Virginia. [ was sick at that time,

|but having been refused a furlough by Gen-
(eral Stunart | preferred remaining in camp to
8 f[riend of
imine went to General Jackson, who readily
granted me leave of absence, and | went to
to my home in Western Virginia. My
tidings of Jackson were that he was

Some New Light on His Life By a Descend .

John Ravdcloh confided in my grand-

They were relatives, and his
brother Richard married my grandfather’s

door excited much interest and comment, as | b

'mortals were doomed, and to which may be
traced many of the aberrations ol mind and
Iot conduct so much regretted by his friends,
and which some unkindly asd unjostly
called insanity.

Mr. Randolph was present at a large meet.

g of the African Institution at Lendon.
r. Wilbertorce, after speaking with his

the appro-
‘pﬁlt‘ subjects of the vocasion, concluded by

[in
M

on see Jackson until he pronouncing & warm panegyric upon the

example set by the United States of Amer-
ica in making the slave-trade piracy, and
unpon Mr, Randolph's great efforts in pro-
moting that act. Mr, Randolph then rose
to return thanks for the mark of respeot to-
ward the United States of America. Alter
a few appropriate remarks, he thunked the
meeting for the grateful sense they had
expressed towsrd America, and also so-
sured thef: that all that was exalted in sta-
tion, in wlent, and in moral character
smong his conutrymen was, as was also to
be found in England, firmly united for the
suppression of this infamous waftic. It was
delightfal for him to know that Virginis,
the land of his sires, the land of his nativity,
had for hall a century affixed a public brand
and indelible stigma upon this traffic, and
had pot in the claim of the wretched objects
of it to the common rights and sttributes of
hulmsmty. “The ] alnnel[n ofd Mr. Ran-
dolph’'s ap ce,”” says a London r,
"bil: Repumﬂmphc{ty of m-nno?::d
easy and unaffected address atiracted much
attention, and be sat down amidst a burst of
applause,.”

I was at boarding school opposite the
Prince Edward court-house in 1532 when he
delivered his last address to the people of
that county. He in review all the
ela families of Virginia, spoke of their en-
ergy, sagacity, and eflicient usefuniness of
character. “The old gannz are all gone;
nothing but a desoiation and poverty where
the fires of a noble and generous hospital-
ity bad burned on a thousand hearths.” He
spoke of many illustrious men whose names
adorn many pages of our earitest and bright-
est history, Henry Mason, and cthers, not
one of whom,” he said, ""bave left a son
equal to tbeir father.” Im short, said he:
“Look at the Lees, Washingtons, Ran-
dolphs, what wofal degeneration!”

lfe was then in fast declining health
and anoiher visit to Eogiand was ndth.J
as the only hope of relief. He reached
Washington, and dragged his emscisted
body, with difficulty, into the Benate Cham-
ber., Sinking with feebleness and the ex-
haustion of the effort, he caught the sound
of Clay’s voice. as the latter was addressing
the chair. He asked ““to bs held up that he
might listen to that voice sgain.” Clay
turned and saw him. Moved by his haggard
look, with the death warrant in his face, the
magnanimous Kentuckian. approached his
old rival and foe. The interview was touck:
ing. All the past was forgotten, and the
greetings of the illustrions commoners were
kind and tender. They parted in peace and
good will, never to meet again upon earth,

—_——— e - - - =
When the Beata vome Home.

There’s light upon the sea to day
And gladness on the strand;

Ah! well ye know that heartsare gay
When salls draw nigh the land!

We followed them with thoughts and tears,
Far, far across the foam,

Dear Lord it seems a thousand years
Until the boats come home !

We tend the children, live our life,
And toil, and mend the nets;

But is there ever maid or wife
Whose faithful heart forgets?

We know what cruel dangers lie
Beneath that shining foam,

And wateh the changes 1o the sky
Until the boats come homae,

There's glory on the sea to-day,
The sunset gold is bright,

Metoought I heard a udsire say:
““At eve it shall be light!"

O’er waves of crystal touched with fire,
And flakes of pearly foam,

We gaze- and see our hearts’ desire—
The boats are coming home,

—Good Worde,
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Washington’s Personal Appearance ,
[Chicago Tribune.

Washington’s boots were enormous. They
were No. 15. His ordinary walking shoes
were No. 11. His hands woere large in pro-
portion, and he could not buy a glove to 6t
him, and had to have his gloves made to
order, His mouth was his strong festure,
the lips being always tightly com

That day they were compressed 8o tightly as
to be painful to look at. At that time he
weighed 200 pounds, and there was no sur
plus flesh about him. He wae tremendous!y
muscled, and the fame of his great strengtu
was everywhere, His huge tent when
wrapped up with the poles was 80 heavy that
it required two men to place it in the camp
Washington could lift it with one
hand and throw it in the wagon as easily as
if it were a pair of saddiebags He could
bold a musket with one hand and shoot with
precision as euill; as other men did with =
horse pistol. is lungs were his weak
point and his voice was never strong. He
was at that time in the prime of
life. His bair was a chestnut brown, his
cheeks wezp promineat, and his head was
not large in contrast to every other part of

.| his body, which was large and bony at all

points. His finger joints and wrists were so
large as to be genuine curiosities. As to his

ary |nabits at that period [ feund out much that

might be interesting. He was an enormous
eater, but was content with bread and meat,
if he had plenty of it, But hunger seemed to
put him in a rage. It was his custom to take
a drink of rum or whiskvy on awakening in
the morning. Of course all this was changed
when he grew old. I saw him at Alezandris
a year before he died His hair was 'R
gray and his form was shightly bent.
chest was very thin He had false teeth,
which did not it and pushed his under iip
outward. I believe he drank mach more in
his oid sge. He had whisky in the morning
and st dinner two bottles of Madeira wine.
He was a great lover of fine wines and fine
orses,
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The Best Kind of Riding

Riding on a bicycle may all be very nice;
Ridlug on a tricycle may pay for onoe or Lwice;
Riding on & steaw boal is purely, simply sweet
But for quiet, calm enjoyment. buggy riding
can’t be beat,
Riding in & buggy, boys, behind s trotting

mn.
What means of locomotion with & buggy ean
compare 7

Riding on & bicycle you're not allowed to whip.

And exsepl you 1e on A sociable yon can not
use your lp,

Then riding on & steamboat there's & crowd on
every hand,
While you needn 't navre bat two witain & bug-

£Y on the land _
Riding in & buggy, boys, behin. s troiting
ma

re,
What means of loco motion with & buggy can
compare?

Riding on & bleycle's a sort of Jersey treat;
A sociable s better, for sne may be very sweel

True, a shady nook or corner oz & sieambost

may find,
Bnttlu,:':m:mm the buggy when o

bicycler's behind.
Riding in & buggy, boys, behinla irotting

The devil taxe the bicycle that can with thai
o —Trath lor the People,
e — ® —— -
“If you are a good little boy where will
you go?’ asked the Sunday-school teacher of

the new . “To Heaven, ma'am.’'' was
the ‘.me'innd if vou vou are bad where
will you be sent to?' “To bed, ma'am.”

et

Let the day have a blessed baptism by
giving your waking thoughts into the bosom

of God. The first hourof the morning is
the 'udder of the day. — Heury Wil
m.

il W A —

“Mammas.” saked little ‘m oan yoo

tell me what part of Heaven people live in

who are good, bu not |
= I i |
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